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Simple Simon went a fishing 
For to catch a whale, 
And all the fishes that he found 


ere in his mother’s nai 
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THE JUDGE. 


there. Moses never led anybody into the | 
Promised Land. He didn’t even get there | 
himself. He only saw it from the top of an | 
exceeding high mountain—just as Cleveland 
may look at Washington from the altitudi- 


nous height of the Executive Mansion at 


| 
} 
| 


Albany. Then he was buried, was Moses, 





and ‘‘no man knoweth his sepulchre unto | 
| this day.” It looks as if it might be a good 
| deal that way with Cleveland, too. 

| The Cleveland machine is drifting away 


THE JUDGE. 
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into a very cold and inhospitable clime, and 
that’s a fact 
than the Arctic, for peop le sometimes come 
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strike very cold weather in November. 


LONDON, ENGLAND. 








NOTICE THE COLD WATER CANDIDATE. 


Contributors must put their valuation upon the articles they | 
send to us (subject to a price we may ourselves fix), or otherwise 


they will be regarded as gratuitous. Stamps should be tnclosed COLD water was never a very popular 
1 addre 


for return postage, with name an as, if writers wish to 


beverage in _ politics. Whiskey in the 


regain their declined articles 


CORRESPONDENTS. 


‘‘wards,” beer in the Dutch quarters, and 
champagne in the hotels, has always been 


largely consumed in times of political excite- 
G2 CORRESPONDENTS WI PLEASE TAKE NOTICE THAT THEY ment. do, while sympath 11ziIng in a great 
SEND Mss. TO THIS OFFICE AT THEIR OWN RISK. WHERE STAMPS : ’ : 
ARE RNCLOSED Wi ®ILL RETORS REJECTED MATTER AS FaR as ros. | Many ways With Mr. St. John’s views, w 
SIHLE, BUT WE DISTINCTLY REPUDIATF ALL RESPONSIBILITY FOR SUCH | are inclined to think that he must fish in or 
I RVERY CASE WHERE A PRICE I8 NOT AFFIXED BY THE WRITER 
: : -f 

NS WILL BE REGARDED AS GRATUITOUS, AND No suese- | With some other medium than water if he 

2 AIM FOR REMUNERATION WI BE ENTERTAINFI 


| expects to catch many votes. While most 
FOR THE CAMPAIGN. | respectable people are in favor of temperance, 


| anda few go so far as to say that temperance 


. $ RF ‘ AR FOR & * can only be secured by prohibition, they 
‘ : “S kerr 8 | very naturally regard the whole question as 

| one to bo legislated on by the community 

OLUB RATES | immediately affected, and very sensibly ask 

in what way a Prohibition President would | 

: ; diminish the sum total of the rum consumed 
s. smonths. | in this country. This is one reason, among 

ae : $ many others, why St. John’s candidacy is a 

‘ gl" ‘ needless and absurd excrescence on the polit- 

. ; . ical situation. If people want to vote against 
e-8 ™ , | the liquor trade and in favor of Prohibition, 


there are times when they can do s0, 


DRIFTING. and if they can cast a majority of the votes, 


1 7 


they will make their influence felt, and se- 





CLEVELAND’S boom has struck a blizzard— 


ither, a blizzard has struck Cleveland’s 


cure their ends; but such a time is not at a 


poom.,. am Ss aftine it away ms } ae ; F 
boom, and is wafting it away, LO man Knows before the people then, and people desire 
whither. ut the great statesman fr . : 
Bi tia) } ee tatesman Irom | some higher qualification in their chief 
uffalo has some staunch friends st Th : : : 7 
oan ey Bre = ” pee ds still. Chey magistrate than strict tee-total principles. 
ve to him, as 1t were. ‘* There is a friend Ther 
] t 


clea\ ‘ 
ee » will not be many votes wasted on St. 
that sticketh closer than a brother, 


butter remarked of the faithful and affec- 


John this fall. 





- 
tionate fly, and of such friends are Cleve- THE POLITICAL FAIR 
land’s following. They sought him because —— 
they wanted him, and now that they would WHEN our artist elected to borrow an 


| Grover Cleveland would probably be rele- 


Its going to a place worse | 


Presidential election. There are other issues | 


be materially served by the accession of the 
Republican bolters and soreheads, but as the 


canvass rolls along it becomes evident that 


this faction, although quite insignificant in 
numbers, is by no means a unit for the gen- 
tleman from Buffalo; while among Demo- 
crats he is about as unpopular as any Demo- 
crat can be. His place in the political fair 
is an obscure one, and, “in a market sense, 
] 
gated to a place in the stall di vote? to stale 
lettuce and to cabbage that has outlived its 
usefulness. 


Ben Butler is a much more prominent 
figure on the Democratic side, and he is 
making an astonishingly lively canvass. In 
fact, to his presence we may attribute what- 
ever of excitement and interest remains in 
the campaign, for, as between the two regu- 
lar nominees of the two great parties, it is a 
walk over for the man from Maine 
Ben Butler has a tulent for diversion, and 
generally manages to bring out the comedy 
| strong when he is cast for a part in the 
great political drama. It isa pity that there 
Is no such office In the cabinet as gover- 
mental clown. Mr. Blaine might be induced 
1 


to offer the position to General Butler, anc 


he would fill it worthil 

} 

[hen we have St. in. His position in 
the canvass is a thirsty one, and, naturally, 
his booth at the fair could sca ely bea pop- 


} 
ular one, 


\ host of lesser luminaries, from John 


Kelly down to Geo. Wm. Curtis — from 
| Carl Schurz across to Hendricks, fill up the 
space, and lend animation to the scen¢ ‘ In 
every Wily the Presidential contest in this 


year of grace shows up better asa fair than 
asarace. Asa race it is a conspicuous fail- 
i e. The favorite is too far ahead. There 
is ho hing else in it. and we cannot hope for 
¢ 


nish such as we had eight 


a close f 


Vvears ago, 


Governor Cleveland does not consider that it 
col th | i | i lal « 
diate fa vreat ] rity t it the ( intrv on 
exhibition Kansas City 7 

Gov. Cleveland’s head is level. Ife isn’t 


very pretty to look at, and as for dignity— 
| what men like Grant, and Lincoln, and Gar- 
fied, and Blaine, and Tilden could do with 
propriety, might be very embarrassing to an 
| upstart like Cleveland. 


A FLASH IN THE PAN. 





As THE JUDGE expected and predicted, 
the publication of the second batch of Mul- 
ligan Letters awakened only a very languid 


} t} 


and torpid interest, and the matter is already 





| all but forgotten. The question which was 


fain be rid of him, they can not leave him. inspiration from the State Fairs, which are | sought to be reawakened had been definitely 


lis the fate of flies and sore heads, 


just now so prevalent all over the country, 
| 


laid at rest years ago, and every man who 


* - : : ; : =e . . » . s 
But they stick to him well, these last, | to elucidate the political situation, he dis- | had formed an opinion on tne evidence then 


faithful few, who have left themselves | played good judgment. 


Politics, just now, 


adduced had made up his mind on a sub- 


nothing else to stick to. They call him | are wofully mixed, and ‘“‘ three pen orth of | stratum of fact, which the machinations of 
their Moses, and say he will lead them to the | all sorts” would describe the situation as of ascore of Fishers and Mulligans could 


Promised Land. For Pharisees, witha theo- | wel] as any other term. When Cleveland 


| hardly be expected to shake. In fact, the 


logian like Henry Ward Beecher among | first received the Democratic nomination | publication of this second series has set at 
them, they are a little off in their Se ripture | there was a feeling abroad that he would rest the only doubts which could be enter- 











ter. ‘The fact that Mulligen accused Blaine 
of suppressing a letter which is now found 
never to have left the possession of the for. 
mer, is sufficient to throw discredit on the 
whole Fisher-Mulligan clan. It is perfectly 
evident that both were actuated by pure 
malignity in the matter, and the whole bears 
the impress of an abortive blackmailing 
scheme. A man who publishes private cor- 
respondence is a man to be looked on with 


suspicion in any event. When he publishes it 


at the time and in the manner which Mulli- 
gan chose, there is prima facie evidence of 
some personal malice to be gratified. The 


reason for the malice is found in Mr. Blaine’s 
the desire of Mr. 
Fisher to escape furnishing the collateral 


own letters. It lay in 


Mr. Blaine had disposed of as his agent, and 
of which he (Fisher) had pocketed the price. 
If we accept as true the aphorism which 
that 
the man who injures you is more your enemy 


every day life unfortunately confirms— 


than the man you injure—we find abundant 
cause for Fisher’s and Mulligan’s malevo- 
lence. 

A pretty pair, by the way, even upon 
their own showing, this Mulligan and Fisher 
must be. However, that is beside the ques- 
tion. The important point is that they have 
tried the last resource of disappointed malice, 
and have tried it in vain. They have fired 
their last charge against Mr. Blaine and it 
has flashed in the pan. Let us hope that 
the press will find some subject to discuss of 
more immediate and general interest than 
Mr. James Mulligan. 


will not cost Blaine a vote. 


tained about Mr. Blaine’s course in the mat- 





That stale old slander | 


| 
Ir a turkey is a gobbler, is a young turkey | 


a goblet? 


THe only genuine Irish bull is of the Kerry 
variety. 

Shoving the ‘‘ Queer’—pushing against 
an eccentric man. 


1 


Empry bottles are like dead men, because 
their spirits are gone. 


No Jew will agree that Hilton’s exclusion 
of that race from his boarding house at 
Saratoga was jewdicious. 

Miss LEE married a lawyer. She says a 
civil suit was begun by her husband, hence 
she is now a married woman, and a Lee-gal 
one, too. 


Apropos of the discussion as to whether 
the lower animals have souls, we have some 
intimation on the subject, for skye terriers 
abound. 


‘**Dinnis, why is a gentleman like a pup- 
py?” ‘*Shure, how do I know, Mike?” 
‘* Shure, doesn’t a gintleman wine and dine, 
and doesn’t a puppy whine, too?” 


THOUGH editors generally are a respecta- 
ble class, it is notorious that they are mem- 
bers of a ‘‘ press gang.” Yes, that is their 
type, and they publish it to the world. 
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Uncle Sam stopping Cleveland and his 


é. Democrat ic principles. 





A Broken Heart. 


He sat beside the festive board, 
And tears rolled from hi eyes. 
His convives all, with one accord 
Looked at him in surprise 
At last he spoke, despite his pain 
In accents harsh and maddish 


‘T thought you gave me turnip then 


Sut ——! it was horse-radish.” 


FITZ BATTLEAXE. 





An Autumn Idyl. 


‘Tis Autumn, and o’er the sanctum 
Of the country editor mild, 
Sinks the veil of twilight and silence, 


By poems of spring undefiled; 


For spring has gone with her muses, 
With her songs of birds and of flowers. 
And now the editor resteth him, 
And dreameth away the hours 


And no more he listneth in silence, 
And no more he trembleth there, 
When sitting alone in his sanctum, 
He heareth a step on the stair; | 
For he knoweth that the comer, 
Whatever he may bring, 
Though even it be a tailor bill, 
Yet bringeth no poem of spring. 


And so he blesseth the season, 
And with ecstacy most refined, 
He lighteth his fire with an armful 

Of poetry marked ‘‘ declined.” 


J.C. MCGILVRA, 


ship Democracy loaded with Cholera Rags, 


Monographs. 





REMARKABLE CRITTERS, 
Gals is remarkable critters, 
Tricky, unsartin an’ sly; 
An’when you think you knows ’em the most, 
You knows ’em the least, say I. 


There was Miss Deerme, las’ summer, 
Who spent two months at our place; 
She called me ‘ Bill” ’fore a week had passed, 


And I called her ‘‘Sue” to her face 


She hed money, an’ beauty, an’ graces 
"Nuff ter fit out a dozen gals, 

But she went clean daft "bout the country, 
An’ we was the thickest of pals. 


We driv all over together, 
An’ clim the hills hand in hand, 
An’ we went fishin’ an’ berryin’ frequent— 


In fac, we ‘‘ did up” the land. 


An’ when she left fer the city, 
She told me she'd never forget 

The rare old days she'd passed with me, 
An’ hoped we meet agin yet. 


Wal, I went to the city yes'day, 
An’ I crossed her in Madison Square, 
An’, by cricky! she give me the cold go-by, 
An’ passed me with only a stare! 


Yes, gals is remarkable critters, 
Tricky, unsartin an’ sly; 

An’ when you think you knows ’em the most, 
You knows ’em the least, say I. 


A pretty woman’s laugh is expensive, 
Clarence. We have known a silvery laugh 
to make the dollars jingle in our pockets 
until they danced out to perform some act 
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A TERRIBLE 
Sad result of ‘‘ Reformer” Schurz’ too 


of folly that only a woman’s caprice could 
invent. Yes, it is a fact, my boy, that when 
a pretty woman laughs, some purse com- 
plains. 


Put up at auction—the prices. 
Stolen sweets—kissing another man’s wife. 


An overcoat on the back is worth two at 
your uncle’s. 


A horse-shoe is made of wrought iron, but 
when the horse drops it on the road it is 
** cast” iron. 


My son, don’t be abashed at the boldness 
of the woman who laughsat love; she is like 
the boy who whistles in the dark to keep his 
courage up. 


**Hullo! What's this?” demanded the 
funny man as a decrepid thing with two 
dozen patches on it hobbled in on crutches. 

“Oh, I'm only the church-fair-oyster- 
stew-juke come back,” replied the miserable 
object, as it lay down on a sheet of paper 
and waited for the funny man to give it some- 
thing to do, 


We have just received the following re- 
markable despatch :— 
Flathorse Bottoms, N. M., 
Sept. 26. 
Lightning struck a tree here to-day, on 
which a robin was sitting. It snatched 
every feather out of the bird, split his bill in 
three places, pared his toe-nails to the quick, 
knocked him cross-eyed, and yet left him in 
such good condition that, when the storm 
was over, the bird flew chirping away in 
search of a ready-made suit of clothes to 





WARNING TO 


| 


DUDES. 


free indulgence in Democratic whiskey. 


cover his nakedness from the sight of a hard 
and unsympathetic world. 
p. 8. —This story is vouched for by a con- 


| gressman, two colonels, and other eye-wit- 


nesses of equal veracity. 

Boaes—‘* You haven’t found that rich 
wife yet, you were looking for?” 

Foggs—‘* No, but I’m on the point of do- 
ing so. 

Boggs—‘‘ How? 

Foggs—‘‘I’ve just hired out to old Midasly 
as coachman, and he has a daughter that is 
unengaged; so, you see, my marriage is a 
matter of only a few months, at the furthest.” 


” 


Thumper—‘ Business must be brisk with 
you.” 
Podger—‘‘ On the contrary, it never was 


worse.” 


‘Thumper—‘‘But I hear yon have promised 
your daughter a $500 piano.” 

Podger—‘‘ So I have, on a certain contin- 
gency.” 

Thumper—‘“ And what is that?” 

Podger—** That she shall have it if Cleve- 
land is elected.” 
Thumper—‘‘ Then she ]l never get it. 
_ Podger—*‘ That’s the reason I promised 
it. 

““MoLLy, I wish you would be a better 
little girl,” said an Austin father to his 
little daughter. ‘You have no idea how 
sorry I am that mama has to scold you all 
the time.” ‘‘ Don’t worry about it, pa,” 
was the reply of the little angel; ‘‘I am not 
one of those sensitive children. Half the 
time I don’t hear what she says.”—Tezas 
Siftings. ‘ 


She Apologizes. 


PLEASE, can I come in? Oh, you needn't frown; 


| You've had time to swallow your temper down 


And I haven't done anything dreadful bad. 


Yes, I sat next Thompson—not very close— 
When we all went into Delmonico’s; 
But he paid for the oysters and wine we had. 


Cupboard love! Why, Jack, how unkind you ase 


When you know right well, I had rather far 
Have Wiener Scunitzel and beer with you, 

Than Mumm and truffles with any one else; 

That Nell's to be Jack's, and Jack's to be Nell’s— 


You dear old stupid, I thought you Anew 


For. you see, dear boy, though you're awful nice, 
You're poor, and you ought to economize; 
It costs so, taking a girl about 
And theatre parties and feeds are dear; 
You'll have use for all you can raise next year; 


I'm helping economize; now, don't pout 


You're looking as black as a thunder cloud 


} 


Because—speak louder vecause | allowed 


Him to hold my cloak for me—well, what next? 
We must do the civil for these invites 


And you know the fellow that 
And—oh, 


treats has rights, 
come, Jack, you re not really vexed? 


And I let him carry my opera glass! 


| I didn’t think you were such an ass— 


Excuse me, I really didn't, Jack 
It was only yesterday night you swore 


That taking girls out was a fearful 


bore 


They had always so many fal-lals to pack, 
Anything els ? I see, 


I was kinder to him than I needed be 


Oh, you think 
That's just where your jeal ls again. 
Well, whi per! Closer! I'll tell you, dear, 

lhree words that Thompson will never hear— 


Jsv tence 


‘I love you’-—and now are we friends again? 


Mrs. SPLUTTER is, as usual, enlivening 
the matutinal meal by scolding about every- 
thing in general, and nothing in particular, 
and is telling Mr. Splutter for the hundredth 
time that she never in all her born days saw 
a hired girl that could wash a dish rag pro- 
perly, much less make a decent cup of coffee, 
when little Tommy pipes out the following 
conundrum: ** Whv is the new servant girl 
like the letter D’’ None of the little 


Splutterers being able to answer, Tommy 





| sings out, ‘** Because she makes ma mad.’ 
| Then after his mother, slipper in hand, has 
chased him around the table three times 
without catching him, and has hit her bunion 
on a chair leg, he escapes through a side 
door, and goes up street singing ‘* Sweet 
Violets.” Meanwhile Mrs. S gives the 
remainder of the family a piece of her wind 
in language more emphatic than amiuble. 


| 


““EpMonD Dantes,” the Sequel to Alexan- 
der Dumas’ great novel, ‘“The Count of Mon- 
te-Cristo,” an enlarged edition of it isin press 
and will be published in a few days by T. B. 
Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia. Just at 
the point where ‘The Count of Monte- 
Cristo” ends, ‘‘ Edmond Dantes” takes up 
the fascinating narrative and continues it 
with marvellous power and absorbing in- 
terest unto the end, Besides the hero, 
Haydee, Mercedes, Valentine de Villefort, 
Eugenie Danglars. Lovise d’ Armilly, Zuleika 
(Dantes daughter), Benedetto, Lucien De- 
bray, Albert de Morcerf, Beauchamp, Cha- 
teau-Renaud, Ali, Maximilian Morell, Gio- 
vanni Massetti, and Esperance, (Dantes’ son) 
figure prominently, while Lamartine, Ledru 
Rollin, Louis Blane and hosts of other 
revolutionary leaders are also introduced. 
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-The Ham From ‘*“t Hamburg.” 


BY ‘‘ JEF JOSLYN.” 
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Tuts is a ham from ‘‘ Hamburg.” 


TANG met * 


i 
| § 
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This is a smoke-house, dark as pitch, 
4 Upon a nail inside of which 


Was tied the ham from ‘* Hamburg.” 


This is a colored voter true, 

W ho bad ns had in his vi 

Upon that smoke-house dark is pitch 
W he i nside of which 


Was tied the ham from ‘*‘ Hamburg.” 


Ee pM Ard | 


i > 





Which caught securely by the heel 
That colored voter good and true, 





| This is the trap of finest steel, 




















or claret cup 


When thievingly one night he flew 
Unto the smoke-house, dark as pitch 
Upon a nail inside of which 

Was tied the ham from ‘‘ Hamburg.’ 





This is the man who came with a club, 
Out in the morn, to savage drub 


The darkey caught in the trap of steel 
And held securely by the heel 

Until his back was black and blue, 
Who bad designs had in his view 
Upon that smoke-house, dark as pitch, 
Where on a nail inside of which 

Was tied the ham from ‘‘ Hamburg,’ 


Miss Macnagh Attends a Ball. 

Dear CLAkA:—You want to know how I 
enjoyed myself at the ball we gave on the 
17th instant. The invitations were sent out 
for nine o’clock sharp, and would you believe 
it, several people came to the moment. Was 
it not too horrid? Then I was taking out my 
curl papers (I kept them in two whole days 
to have the right sit) just as the wheels of 
the first carriage crunched the gravel. 

If you could have seen me! The rain had 
got into the box which had brought my fine 
frock from Slasher Crasher, New York— 
scarlet satin sewn with seed pearls—and 
spoiled it all. 

I sat down and cried, but was interrupted 
by the waiter’s voice outside my door. 

“Come down quick; Mrs. Wm. Me Comb 
the bride, has come these ten minutes and 
wondering why you’re not down!’ 

I gasped something, but my flutter, as you 
may imagine, only increased. There were 
no shops within miles, so my white lace 
could not be replaced, but I seized an em- 
broidered towel and wound it round my 
neck artistically. 

To add to my misfortune, the geraniums, 
as | was pinning them on my dress, all fell 
to pieces, not having been gummed, Of 
course, I apologized humbly to the bride for 
being late. She wore her wedding dress, 
and was as cross as two sticks because she 
did not think she was looking well. 


| Somebudy had said to me, ‘‘ You must not 


sit down till the principal guest (a great old 
Major General) arrived, and just fancy, I 


waited for him three mortal hours, anda | 


when the clock struck twelve he appeared 


|ambling in, with his eye-glasses etc., and | 


hoped he was in time. 


‘** For supper,” I might have said, but I 


swallowed my pique for, you know dear, the 
dream of my life was to givea ball. It’s 
wonderful how your ideasrun away when you 
have to say the same thing five hundred and 
forty times—‘* Will you take tea, ice-cream, 
?” It was also my duty to in- 





> | 
| to any extent. There were hundreds of 








| 
troduce partners to each other, preserve me 


from doing it again. I would say, ‘‘ allow 
me, Miss Sparker, to introduce Capt. Fiddle- 
thwaite to you,” adding sotto voce to him, 
** You dance?” ‘* Yes, but for pity sake 
give me one hour to recover meet.” The 
young lady, abashed, had to sit down and 
gaze at her fan and dress (unpaid for) with 
which she hoped to make a conquest. 

The floor was too much waxed, the falls 
were awful, but the final contre-ltemps was 
the supper. Atone o’clock, precisely, it was 
announced. I sent off my guests by rule, 
thinking they will all become more jolly and 
companionable. But oh! imagine my chag- 
grin! just as I had seized the General’s arm (as 
guest of the evening) the commencement of 
the file returned, saying supper was not 
ready, the door was shut in their faee. I 
tried to be good-tempered, and after a 
terrible interval once more we ascended, and 
the same tragedy occurred, meanwhile the 
dancers had gone back to the ball-room, and 
it took us half an hour, hurrying up our 
recruits again from their fair allies. 

** Mr. Supin Supper, take in Mrs. Harvev.” 

‘** Och!” [heard him mutter, “‘ stout party, 
in watered silk and lilies of the valley, 
bother!” and the face of the girl left in the 
lurch was sour enough to turn milk, and 
this was only one of the many instances, 

I’m sure I looked hideous, my nose felt 
getting red, and as I surveyed the whole 
company standing opposite the food I heard 
some of the remarks. One young lady near- 
ly made me faint by asking her partner, 
*Pon’t you hate stand-up suppers?” 
Another mooted the question, ‘* Do you feel 
like a cow when you are eating strawberry 
ice and whipped cream,” adding, ‘‘ any cow 
would know this cream is turned.” 

The supper was to be paid for by the head, 
and one of the waitors stood at the door and 
counted all present double, so we have the 
pleasure of paying him twice over for the 
ball. The guests left at 5:50 a. mM. All said 
it was perfect, but I, picking up a shred of 
muslin, a@ programme, and a faded flower, 
thought we had payed dearly enough for our 
whistle; Believe me, dear Clara, 

Your disappointed 
ANGELINA. 

?. S. Some of the dresses were awfully 
short, the fashionable ecru predominating. 
Plenty of shoulders were visible, economical 


white satin bodies, and balloon skirts to 
show the shoes embroidered in gold; crinoline 
seems on the increase, and will be soon as 
much worn as in the days of the beautiful 
Empress Eugenie. Chacun a son gout, to 
my mind it is detestable. 





Grover's Groan. 
On Hudson’s stormy banks I stand, 
And cast a wistful eye 
Toward that fair and happy land 
Where Washington doth lie. 


Oh! the transporting rapturous scene 
That rises in my sight! 

The White House with its lawns so green, 
And fountains playing bright. 


Though hoping I shall reach that place, 
And be forever blest,— 

(The Presidential Chair to grace), 
I feel a vague unrest: 


For Jimmy Blaine may pain my soul 
On next election day; 
And Hudson’s waves with angry roll, 


May bear me, drowned, away!” 
: “ SEF JOSLYN.” | 
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A Portrait. 


No doubt you'll think it strange that she 
Should have so many striking features; 
Perhaps my partiality 
Lends her such charms, that other creatures 
She may defy. 


I find new beauties every day, 
In figure, face and conversation. 
A few I'll tell you—if I may— 
The rest your own imagination 
Must then supply. 


Beginning at the top—her tresses 
Are purer gold than gold itself; 
With every breeze a curl caresses 
A cheek and brow that ne’er an elf 
Would dare disown 


For eyes she has two shooting stars, 
That in their flight were stayed and ravished. 
Those dimples are the blind god's scars 
To spoil the charms that had been lavished 
On her alone 


Her neck, you'd swear, was made of kid, 
Her hands would ‘knock you out’ completely, 
And yet, they are entirely hid 
In gloves that fit a baby neatly; 
Just think of that! 


Her feet are so extremely small 
That they are hardly worth the mention, 
And how she ever walks at all 
Is past the bounds of my invention— 
It knocks me flat. 


Her speech in equal parts she shares 
With wit and wisdom, separated 
By sighs that take me unawares, 
And pierce my bosom, lacerated 
By her dear sins, 


But wounds like these she quickly cures, 
I know they’re only made to tease me 
And my opinion’s (is it yours?) 
I’m sure she no whit more could please me 
If she were twins! 


8. D. 5., JR. 





Mrs. Madison’s A-wake-ning. 

Mr. and Mrs. Madison are the owners of 
a brown-stone mansion, situated in this city 
on an avenue that bears their family name. 
Mrs. Madison is a lady of wealth and re- 
finement, and her house is furnished ex- 
pensively as well as wsthetically. When 
she and Mr. M. started out on their summer 
campaign last July, she remarked to her 
husband that it was worth everything to 
have an old and trusted servant like Margaret 
to leave in charge of their abode. Margaret 
was so reliable and so conscientious that 
Mrs. M. left nearly all her house-hold adorn- 
ments in their usual place, only covering up 
the furniture, carpets, etc. . 

Now it happened that Mr. Madison was 
unexpectedly called to the city in the latter 
part of August, and Mrs. Madison concluded 
she would accompany him, and see how old 
Margaret and the house were getting along. 
The train the travelers came on was delayed 
several hours by some break in the machin- 
ery, and when they drove up in front of 





| of revelry by night. 





THE JUDGE. 


IN POWER AND OUT. 





Two pages from the life of ‘‘ Reformer ” Schurz. 
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office of Secretary of the Interior, and driving poor settlers from their homes, 


in the interest of the Northern Pacific Railroad Company. 


of the dining room extension came a soun:! 
Not exactly revelry 
either, but a crooning and murmuring of 
mixed Mr. Madison left open the 
outside door, for fresh air, and Mrs. Madison 
held her husband’s coat-tails, and pressed her 
handkerchief to her nose, as he made his way 
to the parlor door. On entering the room 
he grasped the situation and a heavy chair 
at one and the same time. It took Mrs. M. 
longer to realize what it all meant, but 
when once she discovered that the long 
object with all the candles and the people 
around it in the back parlor, was a corpse, 
she, with customary promptitude, fainted 
away. 

Not so Mr. Madison; wielding aloft the 
plush antique chair, he dashed among the 
mourners with such alacrity, that they quick- 
ly dispersed, some of them shooting out of 
the front door, others jumping from the back 


V oices. 


| windows, or scampering down the basement 


their door, Mrs. M’s chatelaine watch-hands | 


pointed to the witching hour of midnight. 
Great was their surprise to find the house 
ablaze with lights, but Mr. Madison had his 


latch key with him, and entered quite noise- 
lessly, Mrs. M. creeping timidly behind 
him. 


As they eg the hall door, they found 
the house fi led with tobacco smoke and the 
odor of vile whiskey, and from the region 


stairs. 

In less time than it takes to tell it, the 
gentleman of the house found himself alone 
in the presence of a corpse, an unconscious 
wife, and the faithful servant who was 
whimpering and trying to hide behind an 
easel in the corner. Our hero was by this 
time half distracted, but before he ran to 


| pick up his wife, he flew to the alarm bell, 


and rang for the police. 
At least, that.was what he intended to ring 
for, but in his excitement he rang too many 


times and the first arrival was the fire brigade. 
Finally, about the time Mrs. Madison resumed 
consciousness, the police appeared, and in- 
formed Mr. Madison that the corpse could 
not be taken away that night. The faithful 
servant was dragged from her hiding place, 
and finally conjissed that she had taken ad- 
vantage of her mistress’s parlors to hold a 
first class wake over the remains of her 
‘second cousin once removed.” Mr. and 
Mrs. Madison betook themselves to ‘‘ I'he 
Windsor” for the remainder of the night, 
leaving the police in charge of the corpse 
and of the house until morning. The 
faithful Margaret went when the dead man 
did, and Mrs. Madison is still at work 
superintending repairs on her premises. 
Not until the parlors had been thoroughly 
renovated, and some of the furniture re- 
upholstered, did the vile smell of whiskey 
and tobacco disappear. The best china and 
cut glass are a total wreck. Candle-grease 
has nearly destroyed the largest Turkish 
rug, and even the sleeping rooms were in a 
state of confusion and disorder. 

Mrs. Madison hopes she may never again 
set eyes on the reliable and conscientious 
Margaret. Mr. Madison, on the contrary, 
wishes he could get her inside the house for 
one brief period. He says, if he ever does 
find her, he’ll send for Boucicault, and give 
him a few new points for the wake-scene in 
“«The Shaughran.” 
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1884. 


Posing as the Laborer’s friend. 


**“My Uncle John’s Umbrella.” 

From my earliest childhood an umbrella 
was the greatest bug-bear of my existence. 
[ was brought up by an uncle, whose whole 
affections seemed absorbed in its possession. 
It was always forgotten, though, when a 
shower of rain fell, or left behind at the last 
moment in a car or railway, and there was 
my uncle puffing and blowing, trying to 
make everybody understand what he had 
lost, wiping the perspiration off his forehead 
with his red silk handkerchief, and, when at 
last it was handed to him by some benevolent 
‘*here you are, sir!” the excite- 
ment was so great, he would sit down and 
cry from sheer joy at regaining his treasure. 
Oh, that umbrella! When I was about three 
years old, how I was pointed at, abused, and 
whipped almost into a jelly for having sat 
in it, hung it up against a nail, or placed my 
favorite cat in it; and just as-‘my Uncle 
John was starting with a gorgeous striped 
waistcoat, newest of plaid trousers, and a 
flower in his button-hole to meet his favorite 
widow, for he was a bachelor, this was the 
sight which met his eyes. Of course, he 
bought a new umbrella on the spot, which 
used to be pointed at me and shaken in my 
face, till I would as soon have touched it as 
an infernal machine, and the very commence- 
ment of its name, um , would send me 
flying upstairs to my garret, three steps at a 
time. As I grew older the programme 


soul with 





| shower was becoming really a bad one 


My Uncle John was ill in bed; what a 
chance! I would present it to the fair 
Florence. Her gorgeous dress—imitation of 
Sarah Bernhardt’s latest triumph, yellow 
lawn wit) pearls—would be and | 
would replace the umbrella in the exact shop 
where it had been bought. 

No sooner said than done. The rain which 
had threatened fulfilled its promise. I pic- 
tured the despair of the ‘* Florinda Brigade,” 
the givers of the pug, flowers, ete. What 
did it matter, they could not protect the 
lovely Vi llow costume or preserve the 
‘*Henri Deux hat,” with its gold tipped 
feathers. On, on I strode, and just 


safe, 


as the 

ame 
in sight of Florinda, and held the umbrella 
over her head. The smile I received 
as bright as an angel’s: for, oh! I had saved 
her exquisite toilette. She squeezed my hand, 
whispered I was a darling, so thoughtfal, 
and following up my advantage the umbrella 
won the day, and when the sun was shining 
deliciously on our faces, and all danger past, 
we told our mutual story. 

Hand in hand (for all the rest of the 
Florinda Brigade had floundered away), we 
said good-bye, and both made for home. 

At the hall door stood Biddy, our Irish 
maid, sobbing, drying her eyes with her 
muslin apron. ‘Och, Master George! Ye 
erathur, ye unlucky divil.” ** What’s the mat- 
ter?” I gasped. ‘‘ Why, sure the maister riz, 
and, say she, ‘To the Greenhouse I’ll go, 
where’s my umbrella?’” ‘* We searched high 
and low, Peter, the boy, and I, and I told him 
the witches or fairies had stolen it to pacify 
him. Upon that he took and cried himself into 
a passion, and swore it was you had done it, 
and you’d repent it, and away he went, took 


was 


| out a sheet of paper, ready to make a new 


changed, my uncle became infirm, and it was | 


my pious duty to watch the treasure. 
sooth this was troublesome enough. More 
than once I had to chase young ladies home, 
humbly imploring they would return it to 
me, and out of spite they christened me 
‘*Uncle’s Umbrella.” At last the day came 
when I, like all my species, fell in love, and 
worshipped at the feet of Florence McFar- 
rington. She was too lovely for description 
and [ used to tremble with joy as she passed 
in the park, followed by her admirers, who 
went by the soubriquet of the ‘‘ Florinda 
Brigade.” ‘The trophies she received might 
vie with Cleopatra. 
shoes embroidered with forget-me-nots fresh 
from Paris, holding in gants de Suede gloves 
a bouquet of scarlet geraniums and gar- 
denias, a fan ordered from India at her fair 
waist, a pug with the wickedest eyes given 
by another admirer, and on her wrist a pet 
love bird. Suddenly the blue sky becam« 
clouded, a shower seemed threatening, 
hitherto I had been ont in the cold, as I had 
given her nothing except a heart’s true beat, 
but now I had an opportunity of being first 
in her affections. 

Quick as thought I dashed past the terraces 
and squares, bolted into our own hall door 
by means of a latch key, seized the umbrella 
which leaned elegantly against the wall. It 
was a rich green, with a large owl’s head 
carved on it, and two red eyes, which glared 
idiotically at me. 


She would tip toe on | 


In all | 


| husky, and the end came quickly. 


will, and there he was, as busy as three 
thieves, writing one out. Then he took sick, 
and became worse and worse, and we sent for 
the doctor, who’s with him, and says he can’t 
live an hour, and he’s unconscious since the 
last fit: could not hold the pen, or know one 
of us, and we were not abie to read a word 
he had written, for it was so blotted, just a 
seribble. 
* * * + + * * 

If ever there was a contrite spirit I repre- 
sented it. Deeply humiliated (lately in the 
arms of blissful anticipation) I walked up the 
stairs and looked at my unfortunate uncle. 
Poor fellow, his breath was labored, his voice 
The 
verdict was, ‘‘ Died from brain excitement, 


| supposed to have been superinduced by the 


loss of anumbrella.” Naturally, I inherited 


| all his wealth, including the invaluable pos- 


session generally used by Florinda, who little 
imagines how nearly I lost my all through 
having taken Uncle John’s umbrella. 

G. M. Moutray, 





A FIGHTING cock lost one of his tail-feath- 
ers—a really pretty ornamental feather. 
Lost it on the eve of battle. Nevertheless, 
his courage and spurs being in good con- 
dition, he went in and licked the other 
chicken just as usual. 


ADMIRER of pretty mama, (interrupted 
in his attidude of adoration by entrance of 
her eldest daughter Angelina) turns to her 
and remarks, ‘‘In what garden did you 
gather those beautiful roses in your cheeks?” 

Enfant terrible *‘ Not where mama gathers 
hers, out of the red pot, labelled rouge.” 

Pretty young mama rises and wipes an 
imaginary fly off a picture. 

seau rises at once, and says good-bye. 
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Ir seems to be a settled fact, that before 
long the gallant Mapleson will appear in his 
old role of Impressario at The Academy of 
Music, while Dr. Damrosch will lead German 
opera into the expensive precincts of The 
Metropolitan. German gutturals, instead of 
soft Italian vowels, will mingle with the 
the Magpies in the Metropolitan 
boxes next winter, »1d the orchestra stalls 
will be occupied by 


be er, 


chatter of 


At the theatres, any quantity of new things 
are on the tapis for this week. 





lovers of Wagner and 


As we go to press, Janisch is beginning her | 


eng 


ing 


igement at the New Park. 
‘* Mam/’zelle” at the 


Aimee is do- 


Park, 


srooklyn 


while Theo appears at Wallack’s in a new 


opera called ** Fanchon.” 

Mme. Janauschek’s play called is My Life” 
proved to be almost as bad as could well be 
imagined, and her engagement will close the 
end of the week. Next week her place will 
be filled by Minnie Palmer, in her one and 
only play ‘‘My Sweetheart.” Mr. Colville 
has shown great want of good judgment in 
the man igement of his theatre of late. 

The worst Summer ‘ Snaps” that have 
infested the city have been produced at the 
Fourteenth Street Theatre, and, as might 
have been expected, some of the companies 
went to pieces without finishing their en- 
gagement. 

Minnie Palmer, backed by the great ad- 
vertiser Rogers and her late London success, 
ought to able to turn the tide in the affairs of 
the theatre, and we wait for further develop- 
ments. 


UncLE Sam—* Well! well! 


is made of putty y You can't make a free 


Bial’s, giving 


triumphs, viz, Koster and 
selections from‘* Olivette,” Lucia,” 

Selina Dolaro is back in town fresh from 
a long and prosperous engagement in New 
Orleans. 

At The Grand Opera House, Kate Claxton 
and Charles Stevenson are playing in ‘‘ A 
Sea of Ice,” and Beaten” thrilled 
the people of Harlem a week ago. 

‘Called Back” has not been a great success 
as it was expected to be, and it is now to be 
scattered broadcast over the land. Harry Lee, 
Frank Weston and Effie Ellsler are to produce 
it in San Francisco as soon as possible, 
Mr. Mantell will head 


etc, 


** Storm 


and 
a company that will 


make a raid upon the Middle and Western 


Lotta, at Daly’s, is not making large ad- | 


ditions to her fortune. Her new play 
‘*Mam/’zeile Nitouche,” has not caught 
the town, but Lotta is rich and she, if any, 
ean afford to If Judic’s version of 
** Nitouche” is no better than this English 
adaptation, she had better leave it out of 
her repertoire when she comes to play in 
America. 

At Wallack’s there was a change of bill 
every night last week. Theo in Mme. 
L’Archiduc,” Theo, in ‘La Jolie Parfu- 
meuse,” Theo in ** La Mascotte,” and Theo 
in ** Mme. Boniface.” 

Maurice Grau hasan admirable troupe this 
season, and there really are several members 
that can sing. Strange as it may seem, M. 
Lary, M. Gaillard, and Mile. Lefort actually 
have yoices and know how to use them. 
This, of course, is something new for opera 
bouffe, but it seems to take very well indeed. 

‘The Mascotte” was never as well done 
in New York before, and Theo’s Bettina is 
a charming impersonation. 

‘“‘The Little Duke” is to be withdrawn 
frem The Casino, and ‘*‘ The Beggar Student” 
will probably be put upon the stage again. 

Mme. Cottrelly is missed from New York. 


lose. 


Her Philadelphia venture has not proved | 


successful. 


Vanoni (with kind permission of Miles and | 


Barton) returned to the scene of her former 


states. Mr. A. M. Palmer made a purchase 
over in London of a play called ‘“* The 
Private Secretary,” which will soon be pro- 
duced at the Madison Square. Mr. Gillette 
has an adaption of the same play, that he is 
expected to use sometime, somewhere. 

‘“The Seven Ravens” continue to flutter 
at the Star and at Niblo’s, while ‘‘ Adonis” 
and ‘‘ Investigation” are as popular as ever 
at The Bijou and The Theatre Comique. 





A Bugaboo of the Presidential 
Canvass. 


“*Oh, here’s your campaign badges now !”” 
You hear his clarion slogan 
‘* Here’s Blaine or Cleveland—take your choice,— 
Tom Hendricks or Jack Logan! 
You meet him at your hall-way door 
He stands upon street corners 
And when you go to funer-als 
the mourners 


You see him ‘‘ brace” 


From early morn ‘till close of day, 
He kee peth up his chatter; 
He tackles staid Republicans 
And wonders what's the matter 
When they get “ 
‘*Oh, you’re a Cleveland voter 


riled” as he doth say 
I know, and now yer oughter have 
This badge which holds his photer - 


While next, a Democrat he strikes, 
And warbles: ‘‘ Here’s a picture 

Of Jimmy Blaine, which you should pin 
Upon your vest—a fixture.” 

Thus he goes on—a nuisance called 
By all who meet this rover, 

And makes each person madly wish 
The campaign days were over! 


“ JEF. JOSLYN.” 


What a tarnal 


j , 
rade 


stump 
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My Neighbors. 


MY NEIGHBOR WHO HAS MANY CHILDREN, AND SEEMS 


RIGHT PROUD TO MULTIPLY SMALL IMAGES OF BIN, 


Spinster, do here- 
hat, although my 
not naturally an amiable one, 
trait. I do dearly 
love ( h ldren, and children, as a rule, love 
me. That being so, I do not think I can be 
all bad. But oh, dear me! what a mistake 
Providence did make when he bestowed thir- 
teen living ldren my neighbor Mrs. 
Coney Warren. 

The Coney Warrens 
some few years ago. 


I, TapirHa TOMPKINS, 
by premise and declare, t 
disposition is 


ys 
vet it has one redeeming 


chi on 


into 
were 


came our set 
They bride and 
Pleasant neighbors. we 
all thought, she so pretty and bright in all 
her wedding finery, and, evidently, so de- 
voted to and proud of her handsome young 
husband. Their home was a model one; 80 
tasteful, so neat, so elegant. But, as years 
past by, and, as the children came by ones 
and twos, the Coney Warrens were soon all 
at sixesand sevens. Mrs. Coney Warren was 
a baby worshipper, and the more babies she 
had, the more she worshipped them. So 
every year matters grew steadily worse, and 
I do not think they have reached the climax 
yet. If J were to tell all I know about these 
interesting children, I could fill a large vol- 
ume. I know perfectly well how, where, 
and when the thirteen cut their first twenty 
teeth. Which of them has the Coney con- 
stitution, and which the Warren chin. I 
know by heart all the clever things they said, 
and all the remarkable things they did. 
When Mrs. Coney Warren calls she brings 
all the children. She sails in first, and then 
I watch the long procession and murmur 
inwardly ‘‘ they come, they come.” Brod- 
erick, aged ten, has a playful way of jump- 
ing on my back and pulling down my back 
hair. My god-child, Tabitha, likes to tear 
the leaves out of my book of prints. Hugh 
and Conrad like to set my cat and their dog 
to fight. The others like to roll on my 
couches, pull the cover off my table, and 
commit havoc among my bric-a-brac. Mean- 
while their mother watches them with a 
gentle pride, saying, every now and again, 
‘How the darlings do enjoy themselves 
here.” Thenshe tells me a thousand and 
one tales of their remarkable words and ac- 
tions. But I could bear all that, but it was 
just this time last year, that I was forced to 


bridegroom then. 




















own, for the first time in my life, that I had 
found children too much for me, and that I 
would never try to manage them single- 
handed again. It happened like this: Scar- 
let fever broke out among the Coneys. Their 
parents were in despair. They all had it, 
more or less. Poor Mrs. Coney Warren was 
fairly worn out nursing them. I am one of 
those fortunate people that are impervious to 
infection. SoIdid what I could to help 
her, and the children were all on the mend, 
and in a condition to be benefitted by change 
of air, before she succumbed to the malady. 
I was unable to resist her earnest entreaties, 
so I agreed to go out of town with her treas- 
ures. And we found a charming spot on 
the banks of the Hudson, where we located 
ourselves for a month’s country air and 
bracing. We all know the old proverb that 
‘‘ Bachelor’s wives and old maid’s children 
are the best managed.” Do not laugh at 
me, my dear readers, I did really imagine 
that in one month I could counteract the 
bad effects of their mother’s years of foolish 
indulgence. I used to talk gravely to them, 
and tell them scripture stories. Little Hugh 
used to tell falsehoods, so I drew a moral 
from the story of Annanias and Sapphira, but 
it was no use, for, a few days after, he told 
me, ‘‘he guessed there was no chance of 
him dropping dead, for he had told nothing 
but lies the last two days, and did not feel a 
bit the worse, and that he had the Coney 
constitution anyway.” 

Then I was sorry I read them about the 
evil spirits being sent into the herd of swine, 
for afterwards they liked to play that they 
were the herd of swine, and they used to rush 
so violently toward the parapets, that I 
always feared they would be dashed into the 
river. 

Then their anxious mother had sent so 
many different nostrums and garments with 
them, and the twins were so like each other 
I never could tell which one was to have 
Cod liver oil, and which chemical food. 
Which had the delicate throat to be muffled, 
and which the relaxed throat to be braced. 
I labelled them at last, and that removed my 
difficulties for a time, till I found they used 
constantly to change the labels, with a view 
of mystifying me. Their nurse was not with 
them as she had fled at the first rumor of 
scarlet fever. 

Then their acquaintances soon became 
legion, they were not exclusive, and I could 
not make them so. ‘‘ Aunt Tabby,” they 
called me, and I soon became ‘‘ Aunt Tabby” 
to every child, rich or poor, good, bad or 
indifferent, in the whole place. It was an 
awful month to me, and I was more than 
thankful when their mother was able to come 
and release me and I was free to return to 
my own quiet home. 

Mr. Coney Warren must be enormously 
wealthy, otherwise how could he afford to 
take his wife, children and nurses for a trip 
to Europe, as he has done this summer. [| 
helped Mrs. Coney Warren to pack, so I 
have some small conception what the under- 
taking was. I think one ship, and a good 
one, might have been chartered to convey 
the children’s flannels and physics. She 
brought two goats to insure a sufficient sup- 
ply of milk for the darlings. Two nurses, 
who were warranted good sailors, a tutor for 
the boys, and a governess for the girls. Her 
medicine chest was as large as her state 
room. And as to her stores of provisions— 
but why should I go into further particulars. 
I saw them all, father, mother, governess, 
goats, children, tutor, nurses, and baggage 
safely on board, and steadily declined the 
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Lord Lollypop is collecting material for his forthcoming book, ‘‘ Thirty Minutes in 


the Wilds of America.” 
conversation with the Captain:— 


He joins an excursion to Staten Island, and has the following 


Lord L.——‘‘ Now—aw—Captain, who aw those people on the dawck?” 


Captain-——‘‘ People!” 
waiting to catch our rope! ’ 


sarnest entreaty of the whole family that I 
would bear them company. 

I had a letter from Mrs. Coney Warren 
announcing their safe arrival in Liverpool, 
part of which I shall transcribe here for the 
benefit of my readers: 


‘* My dear T'abitha.—Here we are, actually 
in Liverpool, and I know you will be thank- 
ful to hear my dear ones bore the journey 
wonderfully. I took care to have them man- 
aged just my own way, and the result was 
all I could have hoped.” * 7 ws . 


Here followed a long and vivid description 
of the experiences of each child, and her 
treatment of them. ‘Then the letter con- 
tinued: 


“*1 do not feel quite satisfied that we really 
had the full benefit of our goats. The but- 
cher milked them, and, I fear, made a prac- 
tice of distributing part of the milk to the 
other passengers, and supplying the deficit 
with water. Our landing was attended with 
great and innumerable difficulties. Our way 
on shore had literally to be paved with gold, 
and Coney got rather cross, and said we had 
too many animals, too much luggage, and 
more attendants than we required, but as I 
told him it was actually flying in the face of 
Providence to grumble as he was doing, for 
were not all our precious children well and 
happy, and what more could a really fond 
papa desire? I am sure we haa only just 
what baggage was absolutely necessary, and 
as to attendants we had scarcely enowz,a on 


They’re no more people than you are. 


They’re ’skeeters, 


board. And as to animals, you know, dear 
Tabitha, I only allowed the dear children to 
take one pet each, besides the goats, which 
were really a necessity. But Coney has be- 
come so fractious and fussy of late, not a bit 
like his old self. Then we had a very tire- 
some delay at thecustoms. <A very ignorant 
and opinionated officer, who was inspecting 
our luggage, succeeded in raising a panic 
with regard to Baby’s rusks. You know 
there is only one kind of rusk that ever 
agrees with my babies. So, fearing I might 
not be able to get them in England, I brought 
a large supply. ‘The silly man _ persisted 
there was dynamite in them and insisted on 
detaining them. In vain Coney and I rea- 
soned with them, explained the real use of 
the rusk, and brought Baby forward as a 
further proof of our statements. They would 
neither open the cases themselves, nor allow 
us to do so, and at last they plunged them 
under water and opened them there after 
delaying us here three days. They looked 
foolish enough then, but persisted it was a 
natural mistake, as I hed, they said, more 
biscuits than ten babies could eat in a year. 
That is all very fine for them, but what shall 
I do if Baby suffers fram a change of diet? 
And Coney is so cross and seems to blame 
poor me for all the delay and expense. [| 
am almost tempted to regret having taken 
my darlings from their comfortable home, 
Please, dear Tabitha, do not forget to go 
as you promised, every day to our house, and 
go all around it forme. Soas to be sure 
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™ GYPSTE, entering car (to up-town dude) - 
put de ‘es 


fare wn de DO 4 


the children’s rooms and beds aré kept thor- 
oughly aired. I may be wrong, but I do be- 
lieve if a child’s really 
it can never be properly aired again. The 
children all send hugs to ‘Aunt ‘T'abby.’ 
Coney is out or would send kind regards with 
mine. Believe me, dear Tabitha, 
Your Sincere Friend, 


CLEMENTINA CONEY WARREN.” 


bed once vets damp, 


So I go every morning and see if the little 
Warren’s beds are aired, and wonder if there 
are many mothers in the world like theirs, 
and whether, if I had ever been a mother, | 
should have been such a one. Perhaps it is 
as well I never was tried. This I know, 
that whether the result was good or bad, 
mother adopted a very different system in 
the bringing up °f her family, and I often 
feel thankful tnat flannel and physic were 
left out of the childhood and youth of her 
daughter, 


my 


TABITHA TOMPKINS. 


Ir is almost as dangerous to kindle vour 
thoughts with the help of whiskey as to 
kindle the kitchen fire with the assistance of 
kerosene.— Boston Transcript. 


Aw old doctor said that people who were 
prompt in their payments always recovered 
from their sickness, as they were 
customers and physicians could not afford to 
luse them.— £7. 


good 


‘‘How are you coming on old boy?” 
**Bad. I've got a fearful headache, and an 


awful taste in my mouth. Don’t you know 
some remedy for the mizery I’m suffering 
from this morning?” ‘Yes. I know a 
good cure for it. Don’t drunk last 
night.” — Tezas Siftings. 
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blease hold dat baby till 





At Manhattan Beach. 


Tuey drink their beer, 
And music hear 

From Gilmore's awful band. 
Her hand he pre ssed 
And long carressed 

In ways you understand; 
She softly put 
Her little foot 

Upon his low cut shoe, 
Perhaps to prove 
Unto her love 

a Number 
\ happy thought 
The fellow caught 

He’d do it in return; 


She wore Two 


But when he did 
She velled and slid 


He'd squeezed her favorite corn 
FITZ BATTLEAXE 


Every fashionable girl small 


wears a 





does, 





lobster on her breast, and the Lowell Citszen | 


man, wha has evidently had some experience, 
says that it is the most comfortable way to 
wear a lobster.—Philadelphia Call. 

PLAY-GOER (coming late)—Are there any 
seats left? 


Ticket-seller (offering diagram)—Oh, yes; | 


a plenty. 

Player-goer (handing out thirty-five cents) 
—Thanks. I guess I'll take an admission. 
— Boston Globe. 


BEFORE a French Police Court—The 
President—‘* You here again, and for theft 
as usual!” The accused—‘‘ Mv Presideut, 
it is all the fault of mydoctor. That eminet 
man was consulted by me, and in order to 
avoid the cholera, warned me that I must 
not change my way of living.—Life (Lon- 
don.) ; , 





| you 


Our Bob on Mules. 





THE mule is one of nature's ’arf-n.’arf 
productions; but he’s thoroughly mule for all 


| that. 


If I had an African cook, of the female 
order, that ** kicked ” when I went into the 
kitchen, I'd set a mulatreand have a kicking 
match to umpire. 

This may seem to be a hybrid joke, but | 
can’t help it with the material at hand, mule 
and mu/atre being both hybrids. 

The mule never laughs like the Hyena 
but weeps instead. I’ve seen lots of 
muletears. 

The mule would succeed, perhaps, as a 
politician, being a good ‘* wire-pulle:,”—he 
can pull wire as well as coal, can’t he? There 
wouldn’t be any doubt of his success as a 
** heeler,” I think. 

When you see a mule * buck,” buy him if 
you like venision—he would be dear at any 
price, you know. 

The mule has lots of brain 
judge so from bray ’n qualities. 

It is in Brazil he brays illtuned melodies 
the loudest; yet Brazelwood not renounce 
the mule. 

The hick in a mule, and that of a 
Tammany politician left out in the cold, is 
about the same to the square inch. 

The mu/et whatever they gave him in the 
Ark and hasn’t grown fastidious already. 
During the war he thrived on jaicy Virginia 
fence, and succulent gun lumber, washed 
down with shells, he prefering ‘‘ shells” to 
tea or coffee. 

The mule never surrenders and never 
dies. I can find a thousand men who never 
saw a mule die—I’ll bet there’s millions that 
never saw a mule die; and this ought to 
settle it. 

Don’t larrup a mule when he stops on the 
way. Use moral ’suasion and things such 
as an old boot, or other toothsome morsel, 
for him to chew upon, and you can be happy 
with the mule. 

The tale of the mule is not a thing of 
beauty, as every mu/eot to know. It’s a 
good enough tail for a mule though, and 
with it ends this tale of a mule. 

ROBERT THE DEVIL. 


matter—| 


Ir was probably a procrastinator who re- 
marked, ** l have met the enemy and they 
are hours.” — Washington Hatchet. 


PATIENT— Doctor, I want you to prescribe 
for me. Doctor (after feeling of her pulse) 
—There is nothing the matter, madame. 
All you need is rest. Patient—Now aren’ 
mistaken, Doctor? Please study my 
ease carefully. Just look at my tongue. 
Doctor— That needs rest, too.— Zz. 

“So hot water is a great cure, is it? 
Well, I shan’t let any of my boarders get 
sick for want of that medicine. Just put 
another gallon of hot water in that oyster 
soup, Maria, and I guess you had better take 
out that ovster now—it might be too rich.” 
— Unidentified Exchange. 





What a Mississippi Pilot Says. 

Capt. D. M. Riaes, who is well khown at 
New Orleans and along the Mississippi river, 
s:ys ‘* I have been suffering from dyspepsia 
for the past five years, and from broken rest 
by severe pains in the bowels and kidneys. I 
tried every medicine recommended for these 
diseases, without success. At last 1 used a 
bottle of Brown’s Iron Bitters, which proved 
a perfect success in my case.” Ii cures all 
liver, kidney and malarial diseases. 











































































































At the Making of the Hay. 


WHEN the whip-poor-wills are calling 


And the apple-blooms are falling, 
With a tender tint forestalling 
Summer's blush upon the grass; 
Where the little stars are keeping 
Watch above the merdow sleepimg, 
And the jack-o-lantern’s peeping 


I will meet my bonnie lass 
I will seek her. I will find her 
I will slyly steal behind het 
And with kisses T will blind het 
Till she sets the happy day! 


And when the barley’s heading 

And the summer rose is shedding, 

Oh, there'll be a merry wedding 
At the making of the hay! 


— Manhattan. 


A Deserved Reward. 


A parry of tired travelers sat around the 
door of a country hotel in Arkansaw. The 
proprieter, a gruff old fellow, sat on a cracker 
box. . 

‘“* What this commnnity noted 
some one asked of the proprietor. 
‘*Ugly women,” he replied. 

““ What!” exclaimed a man 
taken no part in the conversation. 
don't mean it, do you?” 

‘Reekin I do, podner. This community 
has got the ugliest wimmen in the state.” 

‘“* Here, old man, take this ten dollar bill. 
I have traveled all over the state and this is 
the first neighborhood I’ve seen that was 
not noted for its handsome women. I ama 
prohibitionist, but take this money and get 
drunk on it. A truthful man should be re- 
warded.”°—Arkunsaw Traveler. 


for?” 


is 


who had 


“You 





Didn’t Want the Job. 


A CONNECTICUT detective applied in New 
York for a position. 

‘** What’s the pay?” he asked, after he had 
secured the place. 


** Fifty dollars a week and find yourself,” | 


answered the boss. 


‘* Here’s my resignation. I don’t want 
the job.” 
‘*Don’t want it? What’s the matter? 


Ain't the pay enough? ” 

“Oh yes, the pay’s all right, 
Connecticut detectives don’t bind ourselves 
to find anvthing. Just take that clanse out 
about finding myself and I'm your man.” 

““You ure very wise,” replied the boss, 
“and the objectionable proviso shall be ex- 
punged.”— Me rchant Traveler. 


but us 





THe Chinese ought to make first-class 
boarders, from the landlady’s point of view, 
as a diet of boiled rice suits them very well 
on week days, with rat pie as a piece de 
resistance (think that’s correct, but haven’t 
any menu handy to copy from) for Sunday; 
but the Piute Indians are still more easily 
satisfied. Ten or a dozen of these nomads 
assorted sizes, will livea week on a bushel of 
grasshoppers. The first meal is clear soup, 
rich and unctuous; for the next meal water is 
added, and the hoppers re-boiled, and so on 
every day until the flavor is gone, when they 
are eaten. A field mouse or snake 1s some- 
times added to give body to the repast. The 
Piutes ought to be colonized in Kansas and 
Dakota, where grasshopper cyclones occur. 
—-Peck’s Sun. 


THE JUDGE. 


‘*] TELL you I had a good time,” said Gus 
toa friend; ‘‘never spent a pleasanter vacation | 
in the country. It was so nice to meet my 
old aunts. The old farm looked familiar 
and wholesome. It was a little singular, 
though, I thought, after telling how long 
I should stay to te led in the chamber 
reserved for me and be told: ‘* This is the 
room where your cousin John died of con- 
sumption, and Willie had the scarlet fever 
last winter. Opposite is where Liza breathed 
her last, but grandpa didn’t die on this floor; 
he died up stairs. Sort of made one feel at 
home, you know.”—Boston Globe. 


Some one should explain how Blaine be- 
came a millionaire on a Congressional salery 
of $5,000 per anum.— Dem. Ex. We supposed 
that everybody knew how the Maine states- 
man accumulated his wealth. It has been 
reported that he made a great deal of money 
by purchasing coal lands and making other 
judicious investments; but this doesn’t ex- 
plain all his millions. The fact is, he made 
the bulk of his fortune by writing spring 
poetry for the Waverly magazine. The 
divulgence of this fact may defeat his 
presidential hopes, but truth 1s mighty and 
must prevail.— Norristown Herald. 





He Should Marry. 


A younG man who had a good oppor- 
tunity to invest his money in a remunerative 
commercial enterprise, went to his father to 
get a few necessary pointers. After explain- 
ing to the old gentleman the many advantages 
offered him in the enterprise, he said in some 
doubt: 

** You know my business capacity, father. 
Do you think that I have the necessary 
qualifications? ” 

‘*T will tell you, my son,” replied the 
honest, old merchant, ‘‘ with your present 
qualifications you can not help but accrue 
considerable wealth in this venture, but you 
stand in need of one thing to become im- 
mensely wealthy.” 

‘**And what is 
young man. 

** My son, you stand in need of a wife.” 

** But what has a wife to do with my 
success in business,” asked the surprised 


that father?” asked the 


son. 

‘‘Tt has a heap to do with it, my boy,” 
replied the experienced merchant. ** When 
your business increases on your hands, and 
you are obliged to carry heavy stocks bought 


| on long time, you will find it extremely to 


your interest to fail, and in that event, my 
son, you will need a wife, to whom you can 
transfer all your property and money. Do 
you comprehend, my son?” 

The young man comprehended, and im- 
mediately took unto himself that necessary 
commercial adjunct known as a wife.— 
Scissors. 





Loss of Flesh and Strength, 


with poor appetite, ahd perhaps slight cough 
in the morning, or on first lying down at 
night, shonld be looked to in time. Persons 
afflicted with consumption are proverbially 
unconscious of their real state. Most cases 
commence with disorderd liver, leading to 
bad diges.ion and imperfect assimilation of 
food—hence the emaciation, or wasting of 
the flesh. It is a form of scrofulous disease, 
and is curable by the use of that greatest of 
all blood-cleansing, anti-bilous and invigorat- 
ing compounds, known as Dr. Pierce's 





** Golden Medical Discovery.” 

















| son’s arm © 








A Dying Confession. 


THEY laid him out on his couch to dit 
He had fought like a hero thus far 
In his youthful time his hope was high 
And he looked to a promising star 
Alas! that the good must still die young . 
That the brightest of flowers mu face 
That the noblest deeds remain unsut 
And life’s best schemes in the dust are laid 
They gathered around his bed it 
All things that he ed were brought near 
Doctors of standing for many 
Sought to make all his ailments clear 
Vain were the efforts of man to keep 
The heart, world-weary, from pain and death 
He was passing to the land of sleep 
His hours were measured with changing breath 
No one could tell hv his life should end 
So they pressed him to know of his pain 
Long he was silent; every friend 
And the doctors made efforts in vain 
At last he Spake No ‘ i 
We are came in sobs from each heart-core 
‘Well, tell alli friends when I am gone 
‘Twas the demon piano-] next door 
Philadelphia Call, 
Tue best four-in-hand—four aces.—<St¢. 
Paul Herald. 
Mrs. SHarp astonished her butcher last 


week by asking if them ‘* Westfailure hams 
was a bank corrupt stock that he got hold on 
cheap.”’- Boston Corrier. 


‘© AH, isn’t shea duck?” cried an admirer 
the daughter passed. ‘““No 
doubt ,” rephed a mean wretch; ‘ her father 


is a quack.” 


dor tor’s 


as 


Cou rie r- Journal. 


Stump Orator—‘‘ I don’t think I take 
with the Admirer—‘* Nonsense! 
You are earning golden opinions.” Stump 
Orator—‘* Yes, it looks like it, when I speak 
night after night and never receive the 
least applause.”” Admirer—‘* That’s what I 
said. Silence is golden, you know.” —Bos- 
ton Transcript. 


‘““TIELLo, 


you? 8 


masses. ‘i 


Sinderson, old man, how are 
and Jobkins nearly shook Sander- 
ff. ‘* Oh, I’msoas to be around. 
How much do you want?” replied Sander- 
son, as he pried his fingers apart with a 
knife. ‘‘* How mueh do I want? 
what do you mean?” ** Well, you were so 
uncommonly glad to see me I thought you 
wanted to borrow money. It’s the 
proper caper now-a-days to vum yum and 
borrow money.” Bro iA lyn Tisne s, 


cheese 


some 


Henpricks— Ilello, Cleveland! where 
have you been?” 

Cleveland Up in the Adirondacks.” 

Hendricks—** Lords, how you are tanned ?” 

Cleveland—* I'll tanned worse than 
that in November.” 

Hendricks— And you are freckled too! 
Look at your face and hands, old boy.” 

Cleveland—** That ain’t freckles. That’s 
where the and wovod-ticks bit 
me.” 

Hendricks—‘‘ Why didn’t you put mos- 
quito- bars or something or other over you to 
prevent them from biting you?” 

Cleveland—‘ I didn’t have anything of 
the kind with me but a heavy blanket, and 
it was too thick for hot weather.” 

Hendricks—‘* Yes, you did.” 

Cleveland—‘‘ No, I didn’t. If I had any- 
thing with me thinner than a blanket, what 
was 1t?” 

Hendrieks—‘** 


— Paris Beacon. 


be 


mosqulloes 


Your purity and reform!” 






























































THE JUDGE. 


The Little Churchman. Rather Doubtful. 








A BALLADE. 





























| . 
| Mrs, D. (looking up_from her paper) 
oe —‘* Is not this strange? 
He does not dare to laugh or seeeze, | Mr. D.—‘‘ Well, what have you struck 
But in fresh clothes and Sunday face, now?” 
e Strives hard to show with what an ease Mrs. D. (reading)—‘‘ A bride of a month 
He opes his prayer-book to the place, slipped out of asleeping-car, near Milwaukee, 
And does the best he can to trace with $65 of her husband’s money and 
The lessons and the gospel through, disappeared.” 
And with his careless, childish grace, Mr. D.—‘‘I don’t believe it.” 
Kneels down as other people do. M rs. D. —** And why not? = 
° ° oun”? SAV Vy ave > "ie $ | 
I wonder when he bends his knees Mr. " ‘ It : ays they have bee n marrie d a | 
If he forgets to-morrow’s race, month, don’t It: 99 
That v a ad Mrs. D.—‘‘ Yes. 
That yesterday he failed to please ae , 
s by : Mr. D.—‘‘ And she took $865 from his 
His teacher when he broke her vase. Frage 
pocket ig 


I wonder if there is no space 


—— 


Mrs. D.—‘‘ I believe so.” 

Mr. D.—‘‘ Well, no man a month married 
cate eer ther people d ever had that amount of money left.”— 

1eels do 1as other peopie dao, e 


Philadelphia Call. 


To ‘‘ peek” 'twixt fingers and the pew, 
When he, with eyelids closed apace, 














I cannot think he is the tease 





Who Saturday was in disgrace CONDUCTOR (contemptously) — ‘* Wot’s “ONLY.” 

For daring unripe pears to seize this?”  Passenger—‘‘ My ticket book.” | | Me 
And mince-meat rich with fruit and mace. Conductor—* Tain’t good on this road.” weg whens alone en 
He smooths his collar trimmed with lace Passenger, looking at the book, discovers | mut & theew the gentleman ot is Sess. 


And stoops to tie his pretty shoe,— that he handed out his testament by mistake | «Only ” a turn on a cobble stone, | 
: Then, with his prayer-book in its case, — No, I should ; Say you had no use for it | Butit sprained an ankle and fractured a bone. 
here.”—Boston Transcript. 





Kneels down as other people do. “Only” a brick from the scaffold on high, 


7 . . . | 
ENVOY. THE line upon which Belva Lockwood will | But it cracked the skull of a passer by | 
4 Prince, why do you and I retrace conduct her campaign is the crinoline.— ‘Galle * @ clip while Qinending the wale | 
_ , : . hs ) : Ie pee . . 5 teas 
rhe past from out of which we grew, I hilade lphia I ress. But on crutches he goes to his table fare | 
| s é i a 





When we, forgetting all that’s base, | 


: How to Save Money, 
Kneel down as other people do? 


| “Only” five dollars membership fee 
_ Wide Avake, *24 we might also say—time and pain as 
well, in our advice to good housekeepers and 

A NOISELESS roller-skate has been inven- /@de8 generally. The great necessity exist- 

ted: but there is probably no device the in- i" always be — 7 a safe remedy re . 

genuity of man can contrive that will make ep - t oo le am prompt cure of On the | 8. Mutual Ac cide nt plan, 

noiseless the man who uses such skates the the allments peculiar to woman—functional | To any disabled and suffering man 

: - - rreontlarity -onste t Ss é t . 

first time, and sits down upon the back of irregularity, constant pains, and all the o-day Who is wise in time! Better write t 


symptoms attendant upon uterine disorders | ,. a om 
rm. lo the office, Three Huudred and Twenty Broadway 


But it pays to be one of the members, you see, 





An Accident Policy's just the thing, 
Which Fifty Dollars a week will bring, 








his head with his legs shooting heavenward. : 
4 Nothing but death! —Lyons Republican. —induces us to recommend strongly and 


; unqualifiedly Dr. Pierce’s ** Favorite Pre- Membership Fee, $5. Annual Cost about $12 
Many imitators, but no equal, has Dr. scription —woman 8 best friend. It will | for $5,000 Accident Insurance, with $25 Weekly 
Sage’s Catarrh Remedy. save money. Indemnity. $10,000 Insurance, with $50 Weekly 


Indemnity at corresponding rates. 


tT ‘17 Oo™ nee ser A were 


ai VY i WL Avil raX Avi LuA¥i A | 


LOOK SPORTSM 


Write for Circular and Application Blank, and 
when received fill out your application, inclose $5 
and forward it to the Secretary at New York, on 
receipt of which a policy will be promptly mailed 
to you. 













e= Parker Hepeating Breechloading Shot Gua. 


Equal In Capacity to 4 Double Barreled Shot Cuns. Shoots 
8 Rounds with one Loading. 3 Patents. 

The question has long been asked, Why cannota Repeating Shot Gun be madeona similar 
me iple as the Winchester and other Repeating Rifles! Aiter years of experimenting we 

ave solved this difficult problex, and we now offer, as a result of this great achieve- 
ment, the furker Repeating 8 Shot Breechloading Shut Gun, pronounced by all sportsmen 
who have testedit tobe par excellence the greatest discovery yet made in firearms. It 
will supersede all other shot guns, and is even now causing a stampede among gunners, 
who purchase it at sight Desert ptic m: The Magazine holds & Rounds; can be loaded 
in 30 seconds, and the 5 Rounds fred consecutiveiyin 15 seconds. It is Breechloading 
with Automatic Shell Ejector, which throws out the fired shell and reloads ttaelif at the 
same time by the simple Lever Movement. It also has the Patent Magazine Cut Of, and 
can be instantly converted into a Stngis loader if desired. The Locks, Mountings, and 
Heel Plate are madeoi the very best Stee/. and Case Hardened. The Barrets are oi uni- 
form length, and made oi the Finest Biwed Steel and guaranteed U. S. Government 
Proof Stock is of selected Walnut, oiied and polished. The ammunition can be 
procured from dealers. Its parts are so substantially connected it will never get 
outoforder. Theaction iseosimple even a boy can comprehend and handleit with 
perfect safety We caution gun buyers against irresponsible firms who deceptivel 
advertise and offer bogus, altered, and toy guns, dear atany price, and unsafe to sb 
We send with each gun our warrantee, as fol.ows: 


Read Our Warrantee. The Parker Magazine Repeating 3 Shot Breechloading 
Shot Gun, as offered by us, we warrant to be as represented in Cut and Reading, 
and also to be made of the finest materials, and Aand made. If found otherwise, we 
will refund money or satisfactorily exchange for other guns. Signed, Parker & Co. 


We will offera limited namber of these excellent guns at $15.00 each (the first 
cost), as per special and limited coupon offer. jar reasons for doing so are 
manifold; we want to quickly and immediate!y place and distribute this season a 
certain number over the United States. Our experience is, one single gan, when shown \) 
eround and bandied by « sportsman, will sell dozens in his vicinity This is our 
main reason in ane this big reduction, as we well know duplicate orders at our 
Regular Rates will follow the sale of one gun sold this way. This is where we m 

our profite, a8 no sportsman will hesitate to i:. vest $23.0 for this eupersor of all shot \ 
guns when he sees it. It sells itself, and shows double the value. 


yato 9 LBS. 






























The United States Mutual 









Accident Association, 


320 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


CHAS. B. PEET, (of Rogers, Peet & Co.,) Pres’. 
JAMES R. PITCHER, Stcrerary. 




































YOUNG MEN!--READ THIS, 


THE Vo.taic BELT Co. of Marshall, Mich., offer to send their 
celebrated ELectTro-VoL_taic BELT and other ELecTRIC APPLI 
ANCES on trial for thirty days, to men (young or old) afflicted 
with nervous debility, loss of vitality and manhood. and all 
kindred troubles. Also for rheumatism, neuralgia, paralysis 
and many other diseases complete restoration to health, 
vigor and manhood guaranteed. No risk is incurred as thirty 
. ’ days trial is allowed. Write them at once for illustrated 
CHALLENCE x 3: = \ pamphlet free. 

OURERS OF THE WORLD . 
RITS EQUAL IN IOITY OF ACTION, BRILLIANT EXECUTION, 
BALANCE, 


ISION Sees a 
FEI compact crREC AT Lowa RAN ERY oR LICHT SHOOTING. 


We will send C. O. PD. with privilege to examine, but on | 


r) 1) er. ais cummed ta account of trouble ofshipping, tracing, and delaysof C. 0. De 





























) * Sample Book, Premium List, Price List sent 
CA R | yS free. U. 8S. CARD CO., Centerbrook, Conn 












y wecharge $1.50 extra to Coupon Offer. Not s single gun has If you want to win at cards, send for the 
weg ap pL epg ie Been returned, they give such good satisfaction | Th fact aione SECRET HELPER A sure thing. Will 
and box free of allcharges and ship to any one dahigh prasree. Testimonials are easily manvfactured. “The beat old sports. Address 
dress in the United States One Parker Magazine Re- test of the pudding is in the cating.’ We'eill faraich the ' i, ipeuye 
peating 8 Shot echloading Shot Gun. with one names of hundreds of purchases who wil) gladly answer any ’ »*. Be 
dozen Loaded Shells free. But after Nov 











2, inquiry about the merits of thiefirearm. Weextend an invite- 
and up to Jan. 1, 1685, the price will be $18.50. A tion to sportsmen to call and examine this. the Coming Shot Gun 
Jan. 1, 1885,the standard price will be $23.00. Money can be sent by Registered Letter, Money Cte, meee. 
Only onegun will be sent to any one person at$13.00. or by Check and Draft. Address all orders to PARKER & 


Our object is distribution, and to get the gun at this ©0., Gun pew. 88 Chambers St. (near Broadway), elt ure tee 
New York. epvens Lost Weal 
ility and Decay 








price you must cut out this coupon and return it 











to us with your order. This Advertisement wil! not appear again. = Deb! Mant 
. . vorite prescription of a noted 
So as to give our entire attention to the sale of this Repeating Shot Gun, we will close out our stock tired.) Dre ioe all it. eee eee (now re- 
ot Fine Double Barreled Breechloading Shot Guns at prices fron $12.50 upward, worth double, _ _DR. ‘WARD & COse 7" 




































Hay Fever | 
Ica nmend Ely’s Cream 
Balm t Hay | sufferers 
it being, int pinion. fe ed 
ipol j ind asure cure 
I was affilcted with Hay Fever 
f ‘ ty-fi years, and never 
be und | inent relief 
Wet H. Haskins, Marshfield 
Vt 
Apply into ther ril 
El Cream ft m is a remedy 
- founded o1 r! tad I 8 of 
| iseas and can be depended 
HAY-FEVER *: sila wit ecets 
7 mall sample bottle py | 


mail 


ELY BROTHERS, Druggists, Owego N. Y. 


| Catarrh Cured for $2.00. 

















: 
‘ 
¥ I HAVE? le this hort ease a bject « ial study 
und t res f t ntif ny tion is that 
t f in the nasal 
" t 1 the aled 
1 h 1, and 
i ‘ t imbed 
f lermining the 
! I i] ! ly remedy 
\“ ! the i ‘ n ten vs will 
sw t br l ’ " nt On 
re I fs l ! licine hw ure th 
wor Ase « irl money \ddress 
DR. A. E. COX, 
202 Hast 16th Street, New York City. 
PROFITABLE INVESTMENT—Each $ ibled within x) 
A Ly SS I ible Hinsdale City init T] itiful 
ur Rift t ral tt i 
i pot mont pay? 
’ y Biv nthly uy 
ila \ N, 1 ay, N. ¥ 
AGENTS WANTED ly Knitting Ma nor torentek 
ly Knitting Machine « n 
bh HEEL an OE complete 


s always a ready market. Send for circular 
Iwombly Knitting Machine Co., ire 





% ZALYON & HEALY, 


—— = Monroe Sts., Chicago. 
a 








BAND. CATALOGUE, 





I La 
Sta M affs ar 
i i ( I 
er , also fr es I t 
rer f Amateur B . 
alogue of choice band m c 








Peck & Snyder, 
26-13) Nassau St., N, Y. 








OO natn SKATE. 












mach to 
yetre i a roller skate ‘Simplicity 
LATEST d strength are it ror 
; t feat One tr 





AND 


rity a 
Saves time and 
expense, Send for eata- 
log and dise’t to de ale Ts 
and rink managers. dd 
HENRY SEARS & CO., 
85 & 90 Lake St. Chicago 
Exclusive Chicago Agents, 


HOPE *:: DEAF. 


NICHOLSON’S Improved Artificial EAR DRUMS. The 
only sure, easy. and unseen device used to permanent! 
restore hearing. Recommended by scientific men 0 
Europe and America. Write for free illustrated descrip- 
tive book to J. H. NICHOLSON, 7 Murray St., New York. 





| on anew girl every week.—/vansville 


THE JUDGE. 


A FIRE-record—the coal 
Post. 

A cRYING evil—the baby next door.— 
Boston Post. 

A BIER-SLINGER—an- undertaker. A 
counter-irritant—a dudish clerk.—/ndian- 


apolis S¢ ISSOrS. 


BIFKINS, whose wife’s mother’s sister is 
stopping with him says ‘‘his house 
’aunted.”—Marathon Independent. 

THE girl 
will never 
Pat hand.- 

Azure thing—the cloudless sky. To 
preserve peaches whole—keep a bulldog in 
the orchard.— Poston Commercial Bulletin. 


is 


who is engaged to an Irishman 
discard him, because she holds a 
Indianapolis Neissors. 


UNTIL man gets to blowing about ‘t, 
can’t very well tell the difference 
between a rum blossom and a hay fever pink. 
Merchant Traveler. 

A porT sends us some lines entitled “‘ 
is my first my only love.” Get out; fellows 
that write poetry for the papers get mashed 
Argus. 


a 


you 


Cincinnati 


She 


born in the midst of a fearful 
Indiana has been christened 
What a breeze she will raise 
man’s domicile some of these 


A BABY 
tempest in 
vclonia.”’ 


around some 


days.—Hartford Journal. 
THE tied comes in,” remarked the hotel 
clerk as two newly married couples came 


blushingly forward and registered under the 


full glare of the Brazilian diamond.— 
Burlington Free Press. 
EMERSON says, ‘‘ There is always safety in 


never was interviewed 
by a red-headed woman, with acold and 
relentless cowhide under her shawl.—Cin- 
Merchant Traveler. 

‘WHAT is your 
traveler of a moonshiner, 
in his rambles. ‘*] 


valor,” but Emerson 


cinnati 


occupation?” asked a 
whom he had met 
am an artist, sir,” 


bill.— Boston 





was 


| 


the repiy, ‘but I give my attention to | 
nothing but ‘still life.’ Indianapolis | 
Ven tine 

Very Big Boy—* Please, Miss Blank, I 
don’t think father would like to have me 
‘kept in’ after school.” Pretty Young 
Teacher—*‘ Why not if he knows it is for 
breaking the rules?” Big Boy—‘ This is 


leap year, you know.” She let him off.— 


Philadelhpia Call. 


A GREAT big dog was roaming about the 
yard muzzled, when a little girl rushed into 
the house in terror. Her sister, younger, 


but more valiant, cooly surveyed the situation 
and reassured her by remarking: ‘ He can’t 
bite; he’s got on his bustle.”—Hartford 
Post. ; 


An obituary that appeared in an Austin 
paper winds up: ‘‘ He was a good man; he 
was born in Arkansaw, and has no doubt 
gone to a better land.” The deceased can’t 
help going to a better land than Arkansaw, 
even if he had not led an upright life. 
Peck’s Sun. 











Called by Dr. J. Von Lrenie * 


Rec 


A Treasure of 





riedridjshall 


NATU 


RAL 


Nature,” 


BITTERWATER. 
on account of its high degree of Chlorides. 





JICTURESQUE TOURIST R¢ 


)UTE 
Special Trains for 


Saratoga, Lake George, and Catskill Mountains, 


VIA 
StLIArpr 
bet A Ne ke ee Daw le i Ley, 
WILL THIS SUMMER 
Equal in Speed and Surpass in ¢ jountort all other Routes 

ve 


rea --— 
i 


W am et 


RCD 


















Tra 
Tourists’ Tickets to All Resorts at Offices of West Shore Route 
PULLMAN BUFFET PARLOR CARS 
Will run through betwee 
WASHINGTON, LONG BRANCH SARATY GA, LAKE GEORGE 
NEW YORK, 
ANI 
CATSKILL MOUNTAINS anp NIAGARA FALLS 
Exclusively by the West Shore Route, 
g#" See Time Tables in Daily Papers headed West Shore Route 
“Throw Physic to the dog 
I'll none of it,—Shakesp« 
Take no more dicine, but we 
Dr. Young's dora ~ondasral Bette. 
Trade Mark: * HEALTH RESTORER, 
<a By which NEI SNF NERVOUS 
syId LL DEI y SS OF MANH WEAK 
Zgo aT NESS OF BODY A MIN y H 
ys £6 FUL ERRORS, & can 1 ( i 
“WEALTH RESTORER” na few days. A» 
STRADE MARK T E GIVEN AWAY, show 
a rs how tl b 
7 r 
Al } ‘ wi 
r te ‘ pe 
Con pi an 
155 Car reet, New Y 


n this paper. 





GP" Please mentio 
Send six cents for postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will help 
all, of either sex, to more money right away 
thé an anything else in this world. Fortunes 


A PRILE. await the workers absolutely sure. At once 


address TRUE & Co., Augusta, Maine 


BEHNING 


FIRST CLASS 








Grand Squure é& Upright 


-st&A2T OS. 


| Warerooms: 3 W. 14th St. & 129 E. 125th St. 


Factory, N. E.corner 124 st. and Ist ave.. New York. 





hotGun 


Address 
Large Ta. 


logue free 





reat Western 
GaaW orks, Pittsburgh, 





PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Travel around the World in your 
Chair. 

Their compact form and accurate work particularly 

adapt them for Home Amusement. r 
With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a « omfortable living 


may be earned. §#~ VIEWS in stock, and madc to order. 
Send for Catalogue. HART & Y ol NG, 
185 Fifth Avenue, New York. 





Franklin Square Lithographic Co. 


—STEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS: —— 


FINE sean WORK A SPECIAL rs. 
PHOTO-LIT! 


Estimates Carefully Prepared, 


324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., 
——NEW YOR K.— 





Columbia Bicycles 


CAPS AND TRICYCLES. 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


mmended as a mild aperient and well-tried curative for regular use by such Medical Authorities as 
Sir Henry Tho mn pa m, Virchow, Frerichs, and others Cures Costipation, Headache, Indigestion, Hemor- 
rhoids, Chronic Catarrhal Disorders of S nach and Bowels, Gravel, Gout, Congestion, Diseases wees ' 
to the Females, and Impurities of the Blood 
TO BE HAD OF ALL THE LEADING GROCERS AND DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE. 











Send 3-cent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue 


THE POPE MANUFACTURING CO., 
597 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


New York 





Branch House, 


CANDY 


Address, 


12 Warren street, 





Send $1, $2, $3, or $5 for a retail box, 
by express, of the best candiesin Amer. 
ica, put _ » elegantly, and stric tly pure. 
Suitable for iY resents 

Refers to all Chicago. 

GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison &t., Chicago. 
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THE JUDGE 
CAUGHT IN A BLIZZARD. 




















